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FOR  God,  and  for  your  fellow  man. 
Who  drifts  before  the  ’lentless  tide, 
That  carries  him  where  paths  are  laid 
Which  have  no  Savior  for  their  guide, 
Prepare  yourself  for  service,  now, 

And  being  ready  take  your  stand 
To  help  the  weak  and  guide  the  lost, 

And  teach  God’s  love  throughout  the  land. 


B --  7— • - --  JULY,  1919  B 


To  “John"  Dial  who  led  us 
in  our  games  in  the  same  cool 
resourceful  and  courageous  way 
that  he  led  his  men  in  battle; 
and 

To  “Eddie"  Frantz  who  stuck 
to  the  games  on  Conference 
Point  in  the  same  way  that  he 
stuck  to  the  big  game  “over 
there;" 

We  dedicate  this  issue  of  Lake 
Breeze  with  the  hope  that  when 
our  time  of  testing  we  may 
meet  the  challenge  with  the  same 
courage  and  assurance  which 
they  showed  in  giving  their  lives 
for  the  world's  safety. 
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Private  Property 

T)RIVATE  Property,  No  Trespassing!  How  many  times  since  you  arrived  have  you 
A seen  this  sign?  It  is  a pretty  thick  article  along  the  shore  path.  Keep  to  the  patly 
the  signs  warn  us.  Don’t  bother  us.  Well,  we  can’t  blame  the  people  whose  property 
is  so  close  to  the  public  path  for  trying  to  keep  their  lawns  in  good  shape,  but  the  thing 
that  gets  our  goat  is  that  some,  not  very  many,  it  is  true,  but  some  fellows  seem  to  have 
“private  property”  signs  on  their  personal  feelings. 

■ t “There  aren’t  any  two  dog-soldiers  on  the  grounds  who  can  take  this  tie  off  of  me.” 
In  other  words,  “Keep  off,  this  is  my  private  property.  I don’t  care  what  the  rules  or  the 
customs  of  the  camp  are,  I am  going  to  do  what  I want  to  do.  I’m  the  great  I am.” 

Think  it  over,  guys.  Are  you  the  guy  who’ll  say,  “Well,  I was  figuring  on  doing  it 
as  I wanted  to  but  if  that  is  the  way  you  fellows  want  to  do  it  all  right.  Let’s  go!” 

Tear  down  the  “No  Trespassing”  signs  and  put  up  some  “Welcome”  ones.. 


Stick  to  Serve 

Y/~  OU  fellows  who  made  the  trips  to  the  hospital  and  all  of  the  rest  who  have  ever  ven- 
tured farther  north  than  the  bend  in  “Tin  Can  Alley”  will  remember  the  old  founda- 
tion just  inside  the  old  Chalmers’  property.  It  has  been  there  a long  time  and  it  is  still 
a good  foundation,  but  that’s  all.  As  far  as  we  can  tell  some  one  at  some  time  started  to 
build  some  sort  of  a house  at  that  point.  They  dug  the  cellar  and  lined  it  with  cement, 
and  built  the  cement  posts  for  the  supports  of  the  house  to  rest  on,  but  then  they  stopped. 
The  place,  now,  is  worse  than  useless.  It  is  not  good  looking.  It  is  in  the  road  and  is  a 
nuisance  generally. 

There  is  not  a fellow  who  has  been  to  Geneva  this  year  who  has  not  gotten  a whole 
lot  out  of  the  camp.  You  have  seen  the  vision,  you  have  gotten  a good  training,  and  have 
gotten  a good  idea  of  how  to  perfect  your  life. 

It  is  a good  foundation.  It  is  based  on  bed  rock,  and  you  are  now  ready  to  build  a 
real  life  of  service.  The  bigness  of  the  life  structure  that  you  build  on  this  foundation 
is  up  to  you.  If  you  are  made  out  of  the  right  stuff  you  can  do  anything.  Just  remember 
this,  fellows,  you  have  to  stick.  Don’t  peter  out  as  the  man  did  who  started  the  building- 
out  there  in  the  woods.  Stick!  » • 

Build  for  all  you  are  worth.  Build  high  and  grand,  and  our  big  chum,  Jesus,  the 
other  fellows  of  the  world,  and  you  yourself  will  be  proud  of  your  life  when  the  finishing: 
touches  are-made.  - - ■ -----  -----  
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Servants  Wanted 

nPHE  above  is  a very  common  advertisement.  We  see  it  practically  every  day  in  the 

home  town  papers  but  how  few  of  us  ever  thought  of  it  as  a call,  a challenge  to  us.  Yet, 
if  we  stop  to  think,  there  is  no  doubt  about  the  fact  that  it  is  a challenge  to  us  personally. 
The  world  is  calling  just  that.  Servants  wanted!  This  old  world  needs  servants  today 
more  than  ever  before, 

Servants  wanted!  We  hear  the  call  from  every  part  of  the  world.  China,  Armenia, 
Russia,  Belgium,  and  France  need  servants.  The  country  we  live  in  needs  servants,  the 
state  from  which  you  came  needs  them,  your  community  needs  them,  your  neighbor 
needs  a servant.  Now  don’t  get  the  idea  that  we  are  running  competition  with  some  em- 
ployment bureau.  We’re  not. 

Take  a look  at  Mark  10:43,  and  you  will  see  what  we  mean.  Jesus  says  “He  that 
would  be  greatest  among  you  shall  be  your  minister.”  He  also  tells  us  that  he  came  to 

“minister  rather  than  to  be  ministered  unto.”  It  is  with  this  in  mind  that  we  try  to  live 

• • * «**’■■  - 

the  four-fold  life.  We  must  be  men  whq  live  in  the  Jesus  way,  and  that  way  is  a way  of 
service. 

Look  at  Him  as  he  talked  to  the  group  of  Samaritans  and  refused  food  saying,  “I 
have  meat  ye  know  not  of.”  Look  at  Him  giving  up  His  rest  to  talk  to  the  knowledge- 
hungry  crowd  who  followed  him  from  the  city.  He  was  continually  serving,  continually 
thinking  of  the  other  fellow.  He  did  not  stop  at  anything  to  do  something  for  someone 
else.  If  He  had  been  willing  to  stop  at  anything,  fellows,  He  never  would  have  come  to 
earth.  He  gave  all  that  He  had.  He  gave  Himself, 

Now,  He  is  counting  on  us  to  do  our  part.  He  is  going  to  be  with  each  one  of  us  as 
we  go  back  to  our  communities,  and  if  we  don’t  do  what  He  wants  us  to  He  will  be  dis- 
appointed. 

The  fellows  back  home  need  to  be  led.  They  need  to  see  the  vision  that  we  have 
gotten  up  here  on  this  hilltop.  It  is  up  to  us  to  do  everything  in  our  power  to  show  them 
the  vision  and  to  direct  them  in  their  work.  We  are  challenged  to  be  servants.  We  must 
be  leaders,  true  leaders  who  can  inspire  and  direct.  We  must  know  and  do. 

We  have  learned  of  the  great  work,  during  the  last  two  weeks.  We  are  now  facing 
home,  and  the  field  of  labor.  Some  of  us  will  go  to  the  east,  some  to  the  north,  some  to  the 
west  and  others  to  the  south,  but  with  each  of  us  as  we  travel  back  to  our  own  particular 
field  of  work  the  Master  will  go,  also.  We  will  need  Him  and  he  is  there  to  minister  unto 
us  when  we  need  it,  but  we  must  be  ready  to  minister  to  the  other  fellow. 

The  challenge  of  service  is  great,  fellows,  but  no  true  four-fold  fellow  is  made  of  stuff 
that  will  keep  him  from  putting  the  thing  across.  We  will  live  close  to  Him  and  then  we 
cannot  fail. 


CA  man  without  a policy,  without  a definite  purpose,  without  a 
strong  conviction  of  any  kind,  who  believes  a little  of  everything,  and 
not  much  of  anything,  who  is  willing  upon  pressure  to  relinquish 
his  opinion  on  any  idea  he  has  conceived,  whether  it  be  feasible  or 
not,  who  does  not  hold  on  to  any  one  thing  tenaoiously,  will  never 
accomplish  much  in  this  world. — Success. 
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OUR  EMBLEMS. 

Sunday,  July  20,  was  a real  red-letter 
day  in  the  lives  of  Genevaites,  and  an  eye- 
opener  to  the  freshman  class.  The  take- 
off at  flag-raising  wasn’t  the  least  of  the 
day’s  doings,  either. 

Assembling  at  the  flagpole  at  9:15,  the 
three  flags,  in  the  order  named,  Christian, 
American,  and  Canadian  were  raised. 
Jack  Taylor  of  Canada  spoke  about  the 
flag  of  his  country,  saying  that  he  was  glad 
to  take  back  to  Canada  the  spirit  of  broth- 
erhood which  exists  between  the  neighbor- 
ing countries.  Tyler  Harr,  representing 
America,  heartily  seconded  what  Jack 
said  and  reminded  us  of  the  challenge  that 
the  American  flag  was  issuing  to  us.  Bob 
Abernathy  explained  that  the  only  flag 
that  rightly  flew  above  the  Stars  and 
Stripes  was  the  flag  he  was  representing — - 
the  red  cross  of  sacrifice,  on  the  blue  field 
of  loyalty,  set  off  by  the  white  of  purity. 
Prayers  closed  the  ceremony. 


PIGS  AND  COTTON. 

There  are  two  fellows  in  this  camp  that 
We  want  to  take  our  hats  off  to.  One  of 
them  is  Jimmy  Kendrecks  of  West  Virginia 
and  the  other  is  Clarence  Thayer  of  Louisi- 
ana. They  have  both  managed  to  come  to 
Geneva  solely  through  their  own  efforts. 


There  may  be  others  who  have  done  the 
same  thing,  but  we  haven’t  heard  of  them. 

Jimmy  came  up  here  on  a pig.  Now, 
we  don’t  mean  to  say  that  he  rode  here  all 
of  the  way  from  West  Virginia  on  a pig, 
and  yet  that  is  just  what  we  do  mean. 
Anyway,  he  didn’t  get  bow-legged  doing  it. 
You  see  Jimmy  took  a . pig  from  the  Hog 
Club  and  raised  the  pig,  and  then  raised 
a whole  litter  of  the  things,  and  he  managed 
to  cle'ar  enough  money  to  come  here. 
Jimmy  says  that  pigs  are  very  nice  things 
to  raise,  much  better  than  raising  a rumpus 
with  the  dog-soldiers. 

Thayer  not  only  got  the  e pluribus  to 
come  up  here,  from  cotton,  but  has  put 
himself  through  three  years  of  college  and 
is  all  set  for  the  finish  because  of  the  linty 
stuff.  ’Way  back  in  1914,  Clarence  began 
helping  the  State  Department  of  Agricul- 
ture make  experiments  ‘with  cotton.  He 
helped  in  selecting  the  seeds  of  the  best 
cotton,  and,  by  careful  and  wise  selection, 
he  was  able  to  raise  the  best  cotton  in  the 
state,  or  at  least  that  is  what  the  judges 
at  the  state  fair  thought.  The  Agricultural 
Department  Was  pleased,  and  Thayer  be- 
gan raising  more  cotton  and  making  more 
selections.  He  now  sells  his  cotton  seed 
all  over  the  south.  It  is  known  as  Thayer’s 
National,  O.  K.,  No.  1 cotton  seed,  and  it, 
surely  does  raise  good  cotton. 

Here  are  our  hands,  fellows,  shake! 
We  shall  always  have  a greater  respect  for 
pigs  and  cotton,  after  this. 


STARTLING  STARS. 

Mr.  Frost,  of  the  Yerke’s  Observatory, 
dined  with  us  Monday.  He  made  a little 
talk  after  the  meal,  in  which  he  told  us 
of  some  of  the  wonders  of  astronomy. 
Among  other  things  he  showed  us  how  the 
astronomers  had  found  that  Kansas  City 
was  seven-tenths  of  a mile  away  from  the 
spot  where  everyone  thought  it  was. 
We  have  investigated  and  find  that  it  is 
not  proposed  to  move  it  to  where  it  belongs, 
however.  He  also  told  us  that  the  end  of 
the  axis  of  the  earth  was  not  at  the  north 
pole,  as  is  generally  believed.  It  seems 
that  the  axis  cannot  find  the  pole  any  more 
than  most  of  us. 

Although  Mr.  Frost  started  us  to  trying 
to  figure  out  whether  we  are  where  we  are 
or  are  where  we  are  not,  we  were  very  glad 
to  have  him  with  us.  We’ve  sworn  off 
ever  going  to  Kansas  City  again,  though, 
for  when  we  got  there  we  wouldn’t  be  there 
but  would  be  seven-tenths  of  a mile  away 
from  where  we  were. 
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TREASURE  HUNT. 

Hillside  was  over,  and  Kinji  asked  if  we 
were  tired.  The  ayes  and  nays  were 
both  prevalent  and  since  some  did  not 
seem  to  have  had  enough,  Kinji  announced 
the  N eeta-wass-wa,  his  assistant,  had  some- 
thing to  say  to  us.  The  announcement 
was  very  exciting,  to  say  the  least,  for  it 
was  that  a box  of  treasure  had  been  found 
in  the  near-by  woods  and  that  each  tribe 
would  have  a chance  to  make  it  theirs. 

Each  tribe  soon  assembled,  and  then- 
chiefs  received  their  instructions.  Off 
they  went,  this  bunch  one  way,  that  an- 
other, all  after  the  mysterious  treasure. 
Several  times  the  ways  of  the  contending 
tribes  crossed,  on  their  way  from  one 
instruction  to  another. 

As  the  Crowfeet  turned  a bend  in  the 
Williams  Bay  road,  up  the  road  from  the 
•other  way  tore  the  Blackfeet.  As  we 
looked  to  our  left  we  noticed  a path  leading 
up  through  the  woods.  On  one  side  of 
this  we  stopped,  to  find  our  instructions, 
and  on  the  other,  the  Blackfeet.  Whether 
the  instructions  were  read  or- not  I cannot 
say,  but  the  old  campers  knew  that 
treasure  had  been  found  before  on  that 
path,  and  so  they  started  up  the  path, 
first  a Blackfoot,  then  a Crowfoot.  It  so 
happened  that  the  chief  of  the  Blackfeet 
was  ahead  and  kept  his  place  all  the  way 
up  the  hill,  although  Miles,  a Crowfoot, 
was  close  on  his  heels.  The  rest  of  the 
Blackfeet  and  Crowfeet  soon  came  in. 
The  other  tribes  came  dragging  in,  Dako- 
tas, Navajos,  Susquehannas,  as  named,  and 
the  Iroquois  as  the  “cow’s  tail.” 


The  treasure — oh,  yes,  it  was  a huge 
box  of  marshmallows — and  the  Blackfeet 
were  kind  enough  to  let  us  all  enjoy  their 
booty.  To  end  the  treasure  hunt,  we 
gathered  around  the  camp-fire  and  told 
stories,  Minisino’s  “fish  story”  probably 
taking  the  “brown  derby.” 

AX  CHARLEY. 

“Ax  Charley,  he  knows.”  That’s  what 
they  told  us  when  we  asked  just  what  this 
course  in  forestry  consisted  of.  Charley 
said  that  only  one  kind  of  fellow  was  used 
to  trimming  the  trees.  This  fellow  was  the 
kind  that  was  willing  to  do  a good  turn 
without  getting  anything  for  it,  except 
the  knowledge  that  he  had  done  some  good 
for  a good  cause. 

This  is  the  service  number  of  the  paper 
and  there  is  no  doubt  but  that  this  piece 
of  work  which'  Charley  Fisher  and  his  gang 
of  lumberjacks  have  been  doing  is  one 
of  the  greatest  pieces  of  service  that  have 
been  done  in  the  camp. 

It  all  happened  this  way:  Charley  is 

used  to  looking  at  the  redwoods  of  Cal- 
ifornia and  so  these  runts  around  here 
loomed  us  in  their  every  defect  to  his 
practiced  eye.  He  saw  the  dead  limbs  and 
the  dead  trees.  Immediately  he  saw 
the  chance  to  do  something  worth  while 
and  got  his  gang  together.  They  have  been 
doing  great  work  and  the  camp  is  begin- 
ning to  have  all  of  the  dead  standing  tim- 
ber removed. 

It  is  a “safety  first”  proposition,  and  al- 
so a thing  that  shows  how  neat  a camp  we 
want.  Hats  off  to  Charley,  and  his  crew. 


When  a bit  of  sunshine  hits  ye, 
After  the  passing  of  a cloud, 
When  a fit  of  laughter  “gits”  ye, 
An’  yer  spine  is.  feel  in’  proud, 
Don’t  fergit  to  up  an’  fling  it 
At  some  soul  that’s  feelin’  blue; 
Fer  the  minit  that  ye  sling  it 
It’s  a boomerang  to  you. 
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JOHN  L.  ALEXANDER 
Kinji  Gissis 


To  our  leaders 
who  have 
lived  with  us 
and  helped  us 
to  know  the 
Four-fold  life 
in  the  Jesus  way, 
go  our 
thanks  and 
prayers 


R.  A.  WAITE 
Waonspeakye 
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In  1916  there  were  two  fellows  in  the  Camp  of  the  Four-fold 
Life  who  were  destined  to  make  the  supreme  sacrifice  in  the  defense 
of  their  country.  One  of  them,  Yerlin  Dial,  had  been  in  the  camp 
the  year  before  as  a leader  and  had  come  back  to  enter  as  a camper. 
The  other  was  here  for  the  first  time  but  returned  in  1917. 

Dial  was  from  Huntington,  W.  Va.  When  the  United  States 
r got  into  the  scrap  he  answered  the  first  call  for  the  O.  T.  C.  He 

% was  commissioned  a second  lieutenant  of  infantry  with  the  first 

class  from  Fort  Benjamin  Harrison.  He  went  across  almost  im- 
v mediately  and  before  long  was  at  the  front  in  command  of  a machine 
gun  platoon. 

Eddie  Frantz,  the  other,  joined  soon  after  leaving  the  camp 
in  1917.  He  was  from  Chicago  and  anyone  who  really  knew  Eddie 
can  never  forget  his  cheerful  way  and  his  beaming  grin.  He  en- 
listed in  the  Artillery  and  he  also  was  soon  at  the  front. 

Eddie  “went  West”  while  on  the  march,  “going  in.”  He  with 
his  battery  was  wiped  out  by  a shell  that  exploded  in  the  centre 
of  the  battery.  We  know  that  Eddie  died  as  he  lived,  cheerfully 
in  the  right  way. 

Lieutenant  Dial  was  awarded  the  D.  S.  C.  for  the  heroic  act  in 
the  doing  of  which  he  was  killed.  It  was  on  the  morning  of  Octo- 
ber 5,  1918,  in  the  drive  in  the  Argonne  forest.  He  was  in  charge 
of  his  four  machine  guns.  His  orders  were  to  place  them  at  a 
certain  strategical  point.  Three  of  them  were  placed,  but  the  men 
were  having  some  trouble  with  the  fourth.  Dial  went  boldly 
out  and  kneeled  down  with  his  back  to  the  Germans  in  an  attempt 
to  get  the  gun  into  position.  A sniper  killed  him  while  he  was  in 
that  position.  He  had  been  wounded  twice  before  this  but  had 
I refused  to  go  back.  His  colonel  told  the  men  that  if  the  army 

; consisted  of  such  men  as  Dial  nothing  could  trouble  the  United 

States. 

And  so  they  died,  fellows,  each  doing  his  duty,  each  living  the 
four-fold  life  in  the  Jesus  way  right  up  to  the  end.  Could  there 
i be  a better  way  to  die.  But  now  it  is  up  to  us  to  live  as  they  died. 

We  must  carry  on  the  work.  All  of  us  honor  and  admire  Lieuten- 
ant Dial  and  Eddie  Frantz  and  the  best  way  to  show  the  world 
that  we  do  is  to  live  as  they  would  live  and  carry  on  the  work  that 
i they  had  to  give  up. 
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Minisino’s  Message 


(Editor’s  Note: — We  went  to  Minisino,  who  saw  so  many  fellows  challenged  in  France  last  year,  and  asked 
him  for  a message,  a challenge,  for  us  to  take  back  home  with  us.  Here  it  is.) 

I ^ ' ‘ ' ' ' 


“No  one  can  follow  that  star  of  victory  and  learn 
the  real  lesson  of  peace  without  mastering  self  and 
bringing  the  spirit  of  the  trenches  right  into  daily 
life.  That  spirit  which  gave  to  the  uttermost,  even 
life  itself,  must  be  the  spirit.  Are  you  willing  to 
‘follow  in  their  train?’  ’’—MINISINO. 


rPHE  fellows  who  fought  on  the  other  side  have  left  a challenge  to  every  boy  in  America 

that  it  will  take  true  courage  to  meet.  They  really  lived,  and  they  died  gloriously. 
They  were  real  men.  They  fought  as  real  men  for  their  country,  for  its  ideals,  and  for 
Christianity. 

One  of  them  said  in  his  last  message  to  his  loved  ones,  “Tell  them  that  I did  my 
best — that  I lived  clean — that  I brought  no  dishonor  on  my  home” — and  then  he  passed 
away.  There  is  a challenge,  fellows.  Could  you  say  that?  Another  doughboy,  whose 
leg  had  been  shot  away,  said,  “I  lost  my  leg? — -No,  I gave  it.  I enlisted  to  give  my  all 
even  my  life  and  I’m  thankful  that  I only  had  to  give  my  leg.”  He  gave,  and  gave  to 
the  point  of  sacrifice. 

Those  fellows,  suffering  from  cold,  privations  and  wounds  won  peace  for  us  but  does 
peace  mean  ease  and  comfort  and  self-gratification?  No,  peace  is  made  of  sterner  ma- 
terials. It  means  higher  ideals  of  living  which  can  only  be  realized  by  the  spirit  of  courage 
and  self-sacrifice  like  that  shown  on  the  battlefields.  Peace  which  rebuilds  with  higher 
aims  our  homes,  our  churches,  our  Sunday  Schools  and  our  business  lives  and  causes 
us  to  rebuild  ourselves  after  the  pattern  of  the  Christ  who  walked  through  the  rain  and  the 
mud  and  the  shells,  close  beside  every  comrade  in  arms.  There  men  learned  to  be  “bud- 
dies” to  each  other  because  the  Older  Brother  was  near.  Just  so  men  today  must  be 
brothers  in  that  larger  sense  of  helpfulness  even  to  the  point  of  sacrifice. 

No  one  can  follow  the  star  of  victory  and  learn  the  real  lesson  of  peace  without 
mastering  self  and  bringing  the  spirit  of  the  trenches  right  into  daily  life.  That  spirit 
which  gave  to  the  uttermost,  even  life  itself,  must  be  the  spirit.  Are  you  willing  to  “fol- 
low in  their  train?” 


You  can  conquer  self.  You  can  give  to  the  utmost.  You  can  be  and  live  and  triumph 
today  and  the  peace  of  victory  will  be  yours.  Yes,  the  peace  which  the  Master  promised 
when  He  said,  “Peace  I leave  with  you;  my  Peace  I give  unto  you;  not  as  the  world 
giveth,  give  I unto  you.” 


This  is  the  challenge,  fellows,  and  this  the  prize. 
“Minisino.” 


No  Geneva  fellow  should  fail. — - 

WM.  DANFORTH, 

St.  Louis. 
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A REAL  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 

Not  many  people  are  lucky  enough 
to  have  as  good  a Sunday  school  as  we 
had  on  the  first  Sunday  of  the  camp. 
With  Minisino,  one  of  the  best  general 
superintendents  in  the  country,  to  lead  us, 
we  put  on  a real  session.  The  songs 
went  off  fine,  with  the  orchestra  and  Kaw- 
injag  to  keep  things  going. 

Then,  we  had  one  song,  “The  Son  of 
God  Goes  Forth  to  War,”  explained  to  us. 
John,  commonly  known  as  Jef,  Wood,  of 
West  Virginia,  explained  the  first  stanza; 
Earnest  Graham,  of  Pennsylvania,  gave  us 
a new  insight  into  the  meaning  of  the 
second;  Don  Garmen  showed  us  the  third 


little  smoking  lamp,  each  group  of  fellows 
comes  to  Jesus  at  the  end  of  the  day. 
There,  among  the  chums  of  the  camp,  the 
fellows  talk  to  their  Big  Chum  and  thank 
Him  for  His  goodness.  They  can’t  be 
described,  nor  can  they  be  forgotten. 


VESPERS. 

What  meeting,  except  perhaps  the  Hill- 
side, can  compare  with  the  vesper  service? 
I can  hear  every  fellow  say,  “None.” 
The  vesper,  with  its  printed  program 
of  hymns,  prayers  and  the  short  inspira- 
tional address,  is  one  of  the  most  inspiring 
services  of  the  whole  camp.  It  causes 
the  fellow  to  look  right  into  his  own  heart 


R 


in  a new  light,  in  his  true  Colorado  style; 
and  Frank  Mack,  from  Sunny  California, 
explained  the  last  one.  When  we  saw 
the  real  meaning  of  the  hymn  it  made  the 
singing  easier,  and  it  made  the  song  mean 
more.  The  lesson  was  a great  one,  and 
each  fellow  measured  himself  up  against 
that  young  man  of  years  gone  by,  as  he 
started  out  to  complete  the  mission  of  that 
great  Hebrew  leader.  Seeing  Joshua’s 
life  clearer  made  every  fellow  determine 
to  live  closer  to  the  Father,  so  as  to  be 
able  to  accomplish  his  aims,  as  Joshua 
accomplished  his. 

The  closer  was  another  good  session, 
in  spite  of  the  delay.  The  large  beans 
and  the  big  nuts  came  up  with  every 
bump.  It  was  a great  demonstration  of 
“magic.” 

We  went  right  into  the  church  service, 
and  the  sermon  of  Waon  seemed  to  take 
us  away  from  Conference  Point  even, 
and  bring  us  closer  to  our  fathers  and  our 
Father.  What  a wonderful  meaning  Waon 
put  into  that  word  “Fatherhood!”  With 
a Father  like  ours,  fellows,  we  can  do  any- 
thing. He  will  back  us  up  every  time. 


EVENING  DEVOTIONS. 

Sitting,  standing,  or  lying  down,  in  all 
sorts  of  positions,  grouped  around  the 


and  see  what  it  contains.  He  may  see 
much  that  doesn’t  belong  there.  Then, 
what  does  he  do?  He  pra^s.  He  prays 
to  God,  who  is  very  near.  From  Him  he 
gets  the  assurance  that  every  fellow  errs, 
that  it  is  never  too  late  to  turn  aside 
from  the  bad  and  do  that  which  is  good 
and  upright  in  His  sight.  At  this  service 
more  than  one  fellow  has  found  himself. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  vesper 
service  which  we  had  on  the  first  Sunday 
evening  of  this  camp,  in  any  words  except 
those  used  by  Kawinjag.  So,  listen  to 
these  quotations  from  the  address:  “Man 

I am  grown,  man’s  work  must  I do.” 
That  is  what  every  fellow  here  realizes, 
perhaps  for  the  first  time.  Then  the  other 
one:  “Live  pure,  speak  the  truth,  right 

wrong,  and  follow  the  King.”  Isn’t 
that  a motto  worth  following?  Let’s 
try  it. 

We  can  never  forget  the  following,  given 
to  us  in  the  new  light: 

Carry  on!  Carry  on! 

Fight  the  good  fight  and  true! 

Believe  in  your  mission,  greet  life  with  a 
cheer, 

There’s  big  work  to  do  and  that’s  why  you 
are  here. 

Carry  on!  Carry  on! 

Let  the  world  be  the  better  for  you 
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And  at  last,  when  you  die,  let  this  be  your 
cry, 

“‘Carry  on!  my  soul,  carry  on!” 


THE  INTRODUCTION  OF  FELLOW- 
SHIP. 

Say,  man,  can  you  imagine  a more  per- 
fectly appropriate  introduction  to  the  two 
weeks  of  Hill  Top  life  we  have  been  living 
than  the  first  Tuesday  night  council 
■circle?  To  us  new  fellows  it  carried  a 
significance  that  shall  never  be  lost.  We 
shall  remember  it  as  the  night  when  N a- 
ture  came  in  and  took  hold  of  our  lives, 
as  the  moment  when  the.  warmest  of  per- 
sonal friendships  were  founded,  and  as  the 


writhing  success.  Geneva  City  natives 
crawled  into  their  trenches  and  dugouts 
when  the  first  sounds  of  the  noise  barrage 
hurled  itself  shoreward,  and  fearfully 
awaited  the  annual  snake  dance  and  storm 
of  the  soda  fountains.  The  attack  was 
boldly  led  by  Colonel  Headquarters’ 
staff  and  family  and  was  backed  up  by 
visitors,  leaders  and  about  two  hundred 
sundae-hungry  Indians  from  Conference 
Point.  The  big  dressed-up  policeman  of 
Geneva  City  was  a mere  puppy  before  the 
dog  police  of  the  Camp  of  the  Four-fold 
Life.  The  braves  were  just  in  the  midst  of 
their  pillaging  when  the  whistle  from  the 
lake  steamer  sounded  retreat.  The  di- 


place where  we  began  to  know  each  other 
in  a way  that  might  never  have  been  back 
where  the  veneer  of  civilization  holds  sway. 

In  the  presepce-of  the  Great  Spirit,  the 
circle  was  conducted,  with  the  Great  Chief 
the  dominating  personality.  The  program 
was  impromptu  and  was  mostly  just  a 
“‘get-together”  meeting  where  you  could 
find  out  a few  things  about  the  other  fel- 
low. Each  state  presented  its  quota  of 
braves.  These  braves  were  questioned, 
and  many  interesting  facts  revealed. 
West  Virginia  put  on  a legal  debate,  the 
result  of  which  was  not  very  Freutal 
for  either  side.  Salt  Lake  City  was  bound- 
ed, and  other  stunts  performed. 

Some  was  foolishness,  and  some  serious, 
but  throughout  it  all  the  leaping  flames 
gave  silent  approval  to  the  men  of  the 
Camp  of  the  Four-fold  Life. 


THE  RIDE  AND  THE  RAID. 

“How  you  feel?”  Kinji  in  his  formal 
headband,  everybody  in  his  “right  mind,” 
a clear  night,  and  a boat  standing  at  the 
dock;.  To  the  experienced,  the  sign  was 
unmistakable.  A trip  to  Lake  Geneva 
City  and  great  “gobs”  of  joy  were  im- 
minent. Did  you  hear  the  papooses 
scream  when  they  heard  the  good  news? 

The  trip  was  a screaming,  howling, 


rectors  and  leaders  and  those  with  them 
soon  put  out  to  sea  and  the  braves,  howling 
and  singing,  waved  good-bye  to  Geneva 
City  until  next  year. 


RECEPTION  DE  LUXE. 

The  greatest  social  event  of  the  camp 
is  undoubtedly  the  annual  reception  given 
by  the  Ladies’  Auxiliary  in  honor  of  the  fel- 
lows in  camp.  This  year  it  was  held  on 
the  first  Saturday  night. 

The  Tipi  was  decorated  in  a very  ar- 
tistic manner,  with  flowers  and  green 
leaves  gathered  on  the  return  trip  from 
the  observatory.  The  fireplace  was  prac- 
tically hidden  by  a curtain  of  deep  green 
leaves.  This  formed  a setting  for  the  very 
beautiful  and  impressive  pageant  present- 
ed by  the  ladies  and  the  “great  camp  kids.” 

Mrs.  Curtis,  representing  the  Spirit  of 
Geneva,  stood  in  front  of  this  curtain 
and  called  forth  the  spirits  that  abode  on 
the  shores  of  Geneva.  They  were  love, 
truth,  beauty,  courage,  the  spirit  of  the 
woods  and  the  spirit  of  fellowship;  then 
the  four  spirits  of  play,  study,  worship, 
and  service,  representing  the  Four-fold 
Life.  The  music  for  the  pageant  was 
rendered  by  Mrs.  Alexander,  who  sang  ap- 
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propriate  selections  on  the  entrance  of  the 
various  spirits. 

The  eats  were  in  the  form  of  ice  cream 
and  cake  (the  cake  being  conical  in  form). 
After  the  eats  we  had  a few  popular  songs. 
Then  we  were  off  to  bed,  with  a good  start 
for  the  wonderful  Sabbath. 


FINDING  OUT. 

Conference  Point  is  a great  place  to  find 
out.  There  is  no  other  place  that  we  know 
of  where  you  can  learn  so  much  in  so  short 
a period  of  time.  The  classes  are  the  most 
interesting  and  the  most  worthwhile  part 
of  the  camp,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  there 
is  not  a minute  wasted. 


baseball,  but  we  still  contend  that  there 
is  such  a thing  as  playing  baseball  on 
Sunday  without  breaking  any  of  the  com- 
mandments. 

The  kind  of  baseball  we  are  thinking 
of  is  the  kind  we  played  in  the  council 
circle  last  Sunday  night.  It  was  great 
sport.  The  thing  started  off  when  Kinji 
asked  each  of  the  six  chiefs  to  bring  a 
chair  to  the  circle.  These  were,  respec- 
tively, the  pitcher’s  box,  the  catcher’s 
resting  place,  home,  first,  second  and  third. 
The  first  inning  was  played  between  the 
Headquarters  staff  and  the  tent  leaders. 
Waon  started  in  the  box  with  Can-wi- 
cawsa  behind  the  plate.  “Who  was  the 
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This  year  we  are  fortunate  in  having  a 
teaching  staff  that  is  right  up  to  the  stand- 
ard set  by  the  first  camp.  Waon  is  giving 
the  new  fellows  his  course  on  the  Four- 
fold Life  and  they  are  beginning  to  see  just 
what  it  takes  to  make  a real  man.  It  is  a 
real  eye-opener!  Wichada  and  Ki-ci-ca 
are  handling  the  Sunday  school  plans 
courses,  and  we  are  beginning  to  see  some- 
thing of  the  organization  and  methods  of 
this  great  religious  educator,  the  Sunday 
school.  Mr.  Kendrick  is  in  charge  of  the 
campercraft  course  and  Can-wi-cawsa  is 
still  unfolding  the  beauties  and  mysteries 
of  the  woods  to  us.  The  third  year  fellows 
are  fortunate  to  get  the  courses  of  psy- 
chology and  leadership  analysis  under 
Kawinjag,  and  the  landlubbers  are  learning 
the  right  way  to  swim  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Mr.  Rodgers.  Altogether,  there 
couldn’t  be  a better  bunch  of  teachers. 

This  is  not  the  only  way  you  learn  things 
at  Lake  Geneva,  however,  for  experience 
is  as  thick  around  here  as  it  could  possibly 
be.  Real  experience  is  a great  teacher,  too. 


SUNDAY  BASEBALL. 

There  is  such  a thing  as  harmless  Sunday 
baseball.  Of  course,  most  people  who  are 
conscientious  about  the  fourth  command- 
ment kick  on  such  a thing  as  Sunday 


first  disciple  called?”  Waon  curved  a 
pretty  one  right  over  the  plate.  The 
batter  missed  it  but  the  catcher  muffed 
the  ball  and  the  man  was  safe  on  first. 
So  it  went. 

Then  the  tribes  had  a chance,  and  some 
pretty  work  was  done.  Some  of  the 
fellows  had  more  pretty  curves  than  most, 
of  us  knew  were  in  the  Bible,  and  the 
catchers  did  some  pretty  work  also. 
“Name  three  of  Adam’s  sons.”  “There 
weren’t  but  two,  you  nut.”  “Cain,  Able 
and  Seth.  You’re  out!”  It  was  a great 
game,  and  it  surely  did  rp.ake  us  scratch 
our  heads. 

One  fellow  had  Jesus  preaching  on 
Sinai!  Some  of  the  pitchers  pulled  sbme 
fancy  stuff,  but  it  was  soon  ruled  out  by 
the  um.ps.  You  had  to  ask  answerable 
questions,  and  you  had  to  give  real  facts. 
It  is  a great  game.  It  won’t  hurt  to  try 
it  when  you  get  back  home. 


THE  DOPE. 

We  thought  at  first  that  we  would  print 
the  standing  of  the  tribes  at  the  time  we 
go  to  press  in  this  issue,  but  nothing  doing. 
You  see,  we  are  going  to  the  printing  man 
early,  and  we  don’t  want  to  make  any 
prophecies  as  to  how  things  are  going  to 
come  out  with  only  a little  dope  to  go  on. 
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The  recreation  has  been  worked  a little 
different  this  year  and  the  plans  seem  to 
be  working;  out  fine.  The  morning  ses- 
sion, with  the  instruction  in  playground 
and  gymnasium  games,  gives  a fellow  some 
real  games  to  fall  back  on  when  he  wants 
to  keep  a bunch  of  younger  fellows  going. 
They  are  real  fun;  too;  ask  Dickson  if 
they  aren’t. 

The  afternoon  period  has  been  divided 
into  two  games  of  baseball  and  one  game 
of  volley  ball.  The  tribes  have  been  hav- 
ing some  battles  of  a very  royal  nature 
at  this  time.  As  a usual  thing  one  of  the 
contestants  in  these  games  has  the  hard 
luck,  if  you  want  to  call  it  that,  of  losing. 


of  a real  story  on  how  the  leaders  licked 
the  socks  off  of  the  campers.  It  will 
be  a great  game,  and  as  you  read  this  you 
can  think  of  that  home  run  that  Waswa 
knocked  right  at  the  psychological  minute 
and  you  can  again  dream  the  nightmare  of 
the  leaders  romping  across  home  plate 
in  a continuous  stream..  Poor  campers! 

A lot  of  the  fellows  have  been  winning 
the  life-saving  emblem.  The  tests  were 
of  a very  practical  nature,  and,  while 
they  were  not  so  very  difficult  for  a good 
swimmer,  they  took  a great  deal  of  persis- 
tency, to  say  the  least.  The  one  hundred 
yards  on  the  back  with  the  hands  out  of 
water  was  no  cinch,  and  then  the  other 


The  other  one  always  wins,  however. 
It  really  doesn’t  matter  so  much  who  wins 
or  who  loses,  though,  so  long  as  the  one 
who  wins  takes  it  right  and  the  one  who 
loses  can  grin.  In  fact,  after  three  years 
of  the  camp,  we  don’t  know  how  many 
times  we  were  in  the  winning  tribe.  It 
wasn’t  more  than  four,  we  know,  but  wte 
don’t  know  the  exact  figures.  We  can 
remember,  though,  when  we  lost  and 
took  it  all  right  or  when  we  won  and 
didn’t  blow.  It  just  seemed  to  take  more 
to  do  that  than  it  did  to  win  the  game. 

We’re  sorry  that  it  is  impossible  for  us 
to  print  the  results  of  the  aquatic  m.eet, 
but  they  postponed  the  thing,  and  that 
made  us  out  of  luck.  The  athletic  meet 
comes  off  too  late,  also.  These  two 
events  are  the  biggest  things  in  the  athletic 
life  of  the  camp.  The  aquatic  meet 
is  great  fun,  and,  according  to  the  dope, 
some  pretty  swimming,  diving  and  rowing 
is  going  to  be  seen.  The  athletic  meet 
will  give  every  fellow  a chance  to  measure 
himself  up  to  what  he.  ought  to  be.  If 
there  aren’t  a bunch  of  good  runners  and 
high  jumpers  in  this  gang,  we  aren’t  any 
good  at  doping  athletics. 

It  is  with  deep  regret  that  we  have  to 
go  to  press  before  we  get  the  results  of  the 
best  game  of  baseball  of  the  season.  We 
should  like  to  print  about  three  columns 


hundred,  with  clothes  on,  was  great  sport, 
also.  Those  heavy  shoes  can  contain  a 
nice  little  bit  of  water. 

The  tournaments  are  at  the  present 
writing  coming  along  in  good  shape,  and 
everything  looks  just  right  for  a good 
lively  fight  in  the  finals.  Some  pep 
has  been  put  into  the  “chochet,”  even. 

The  awards  may  be  few  and  may  be 
many  this  year,  but,  no  matter  how  many 
or  how  few,  some  real  sports  have  had  a 
great  lot  of  real  sport  getting  them. 


FENCES 

By  Louise  Ayer  Garnett 

I have  torn  down  all  my  fences; 

The  challenging  air  blows  free; 

I can  look  across  the  spaces 
Where  new  life  is  hailing  me; 
My  horizon  is  unrolling 
Like  the  vistas  of  the  sea. 

I have  torn  down  all  my  fences — 
But  I never  can  recall 
The  seclusion  of  my  garden 

With  the  world  beyond  the  wall; 
My  old  way  of  looking  upward 
Where  the  sky  was  all  in  all. 
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Society  Notes 


STIERS  AT  HOME. 

On  Sunday  evening,  last,  Donald  Stiers 
entertained  a friend  by  bringing  her  to 
the  Bible  Baseball  League  game,  which 
was  being  held  in  the  council  circle.  Al- 
though we  have  approached  Mr.  Stiers 
with  pleadings  and  even  threats,  he  re- 
fuses to  say  where  the  young  lady,  whom 
he  entertained  so  graciously,  lives,  or  even 
to  state  what  her  name  is.  Based  oh  this 
seemingly  slight,  but,  to  the  knowing, 
very  inclusive,  reason,  we  feel  perfectly 
free  to  say  that  our  opinion  is  that  there  is 
some  romance  in  the  air.  Probably  you 
will  not  “get”  us  but  such  shades  of  mean- 
ing are  hard  to  see. 

However,  the  fact  remains  that  Stiers 
played  the  role  of  gracious  host  in  a most 
becoming  way.  We  forgot  to  mention 
that  the  young  visitor  was  dressed  in  a 
gown  of  the  latest  mode  created  from  a 
hunk  of  blue  calico  and  white  sheeting. 
It  was  most  becomingly  set  off  by  her 
beaming  and  shining  countenance.  Con- 
gratulations! 


CLABBIAGE  AND  SHUP. 

Two  of  the  distinguished  young  men  of 
the  camp  entertained  a friend  on  board 
the  Harvard  some  few  nights  ago.  The 
affair  was  a delightful  one.  They  bought 
pop  corn  and  other  things.  They  say  that 
they  didn’t  notice  just  what,  and  with  these 
as  refreshments  they  spent  a very  pleasant 
evening. 

It  is  deplorable  to  have  to  finish  this 
write-up  by  reminding  the  reader  of  the 
dog-soldiers  and  their  activities. 


KLINGER. 

An  eye  for  an  eye,  and  Klinger’s  eye 
caught  her  eye,  and  then,  because  he 
couldn’t  stand  the  brightness,  his  eyelid 
involuntarily  closed.  It  was  too  bad  that 
he  didn’t  wait  for  a few  minutes,  for  at  that 
moment  Stud  was  looking.  Cold  wTas  the 
second  reception  given  in  the  council 
circle. 

This  event  closed  a week  of  social  ac- 
tivities. 


Baby  Cyclones 


Freshie:  “Say,  are  we  Supposed  to  wear 
these  head-bands  to  bed  with  us?” 

]i  Soph.:  “Sure.” 
j'  Freshie:  “Well,  why?” 

Soph.:  “Well,  you  see  if  you  should  hap- 
pen -to  be  scalped  during  the  night  they 
would  want  to  know  what  tribe  you  be- 
longed to.” 


Stud  (doing  the  stationary  run) : “Gee, 
this  is  like  Hughes  running  for  the  pres- 
idency.” 


“If  you  want  to  go  back,  you  aren’t  the 
same  kind  of  fellows  that  we  had  ‘over 
there.’  ” — [Minisino.  ’ 


w I . ■ ' jT  4 c I • ;/  ‘ ' : 

Are  you  in  front  of  your  guns,  or  behind 
(where  the  fighting  is  not  done? 


Sell  your  mirror  and  get  a telescope. 


Are  you  big  enough  to  come  up?.  If  so, 
that’s  one  step,  but  the  bigger  you  get  the- 
faster  you  rise.  Remember  the  little  beans. 


We  believe  that  Sunday  baseball  of.  the 
council  circle  variety,  is  great  fun,  and  it 
surely  shows  you  how  little  you  know. 
Eh? 


Have  you  the  backbone  to  be  a Nica- 
demus? 


Kinji:  “Who  has  the  axes?” 
Freshie:  “Don’t  axe  me.” 


“Stand  your  ground  and  let  ’em  come!” 
— [Col.  McAlexander,  the  “rock  of  the 
.Marne.”  ..  _ 
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Windjammer’s  Jam 


“Help!”  The  H.  O.  G.  is  getting  right 
into  full  swing,  at  the  time  of  this  writing, 
and  we  expect  that  long  before  you  read 
this  all  of  those  eligible  for  membership 
will  know  its  secrets  and  be  wise  and  will 
ing  members.  No  other  order  has  so  large 
or  so  cheerful  a membership.  You  have 
to  be  able  to  grin  before  you  can  join. 
You  can’t  be  a good  hog  without  grinning. 
Ask  any  hog.  They  know. 


That  was  some  collection  that  we  took 
the  first  Sunday  in  the  Sunday  school, 
wasn’t  it?  Two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
will  do  a lot  of  good  next  year  when  the 
time  comes  around  for  the  camp.  You  are 
really  giving  for  something  when  you 
contribute  to  this  Sunday  school. 


The  Royal  Rock  Brigade  is  doing  some 
fine  work  cleaning  the  rock  out  of  the  bath- 
ing beach.  Of  course,  it  will  do  no  good 
in  the  boys’  camp,  for  the  fellows  have  to 
go  down  some  twenty  feet  to  find  out  what 
is  on  the  bottom  but  then  the  girls  will 
appreciate  it,  we  hope. 


Have  you  a good  turn  bean?  If  you 
don’t  have  one,  it  is  because  you  never  had 
a chance  to  do  anything  in  Sunday  school, 
probably.  Well,  after  all,  it  is  the  guy 
that  does  things  more  than  the  guy  who 
carries  the  beans,  if  they  don’t  do  things 
that  really  counts.  The  bean  is  a reminder, 
and  you  can’t  keep  it  if  you  don’t  do  some- 
thing. Every  fellow  can  do  good  turns, 
however. 


You’ve  grown  so  near  and  dear  to  us, 
Jesus  of  Galilee, 

As  we  have  lived  these  last  two  weeks. 
Trying  to  follow  Thee. 

Now,  as  we  leave  this  spot  so  dear, 

For  fields  of  service  wide, 

We  pray  that  we  may  walk  with  Thee; 
Be  ever  at  our  side. 


The  victors  are  figuring  on  having  a real, 
sure-enough  stone.  We  hope  that  they 
realize  their  hopes.  The  old  fireplace  is 
growing  and  growing  in  beauty,  and  every 
stone  should  add,  but  not  detract.  We’re 
going  to  have  a fireplace  that  can’t  be  beat, 
that’s  all.  What  say? 


The  hospital  hasn’t  done  so  very  much 
business  this  year.  We’re  glad  of  that. 
It  isn’t  because  this  gang  is  so  much 
healthier  a bunch  than  usually,  however. 

’ Rather  a ease  of  the  good  old  “safety 
first.” 


The  only  use  of  an  obstacle  is  to  be  overcome.  All 
that  an  obstacle  does  with  brave  men  is  not  to  frighten 
them,  but  to  challenge  them,  so  that  it  ought  to  be  our 
pride  to  overcome  everything  that  stands  in  the  way. 

WOODROW  WILSON. 
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HEY  YOU! 

Where  are  you  going?  Don’t  you  know 

y ■ ■ > 

This  is  the  most  important  page  in  the  paper? 

» ' ' , i 

Well,  it  is.  This  is  our  advertising  page  and  let  us  tell  you 
right  now  that  we  have  no  fifty-seven  varieties  of  ads  but  what  we 
have  is  recommended  and  all  0.  K. 

You  May  Not  Like  The  Lake  Breeze 

If  Not 

We  Cant  Hate  You  For  It.  * 

BUT  there’s  not  a fellow  here  who  does  not  like  Kinji  and 
he  puts  out  the  Conference  Pointers  all  of  the  year  and  he  puts 
out  some  real  ones. 

DON’T  YOU  WANT  TO  KNOW  WHAT’S  GOING  ON? 
DON’T  YOU  WANT  TO  KEEP  IN  TOUCH? 

Here’s  the  big  idea.  Send  the  blank  below  filled  out  with 
two  bits  to  Kinji  and  you  will  get  the  Conference  Pointers  for  a 
year.  You  aren’t  paying  for  the  paper  you’re  just  keeping  Uncle 
Sam  in  a good  humor.  Kinji  has  to  have  a bona  fide  subscrip- 
tion list. 

COME  ON!  FORK  OYER!!  RIGHT  NOW!!! 


Subscription  Blank  for  Conference  Pointers 

The  official  publication  of  the  International  Sunday  School  Associa- 
tion, Older  Boy  and  Older  Girl  Camp-Conferences, 

1516  Mailers  Building,  Chicago,  111. 

Subscription  25  cents  per  year. 

I enclose  herewith  twenty-five  cents  ($0.25)  for  subscription  to 
Conference  Pointers  during  the  year,  July,  1919,  to  July,  1920. 

Name ........ ..  ..... ... .., 

Address........ ...r. : 

City.... .....•...^,.').State  or  Province. ......... 


